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“ '■'AZING?  Well,  no,  I can’t  say  that 
i|  I do  approve  of  it.  I had  an  ex- 
perience once  that  taught  me  a les- 
son I have  never  forgotten.” 

“Mr.  Lonsdale  is  going  to  tell  a story,” 
cried  one  of  the  boys,  and  the  rest  of  them 
clustered  around,  for  the  experiences  of  this 
jolly  young  fellow  in  charge  of  their  summer 
camp  were  usually  worth  listening  to. 

“ If  you  fellows  really  want  to  hear  it,  I 
will  tell  you  about  it,  for  perhaps  it  may  save 
some  of  you  from  a like  scrape. 

“There  was  a pretty  lively  crowd  in  our 
class  in  Orient  College,  and  after  being  hazed 
all  our  Freshman  year  we  vowed  that  when  we 
had  our  innings  we  would  make  next  year’s 
class  wish  it  had  never  been  born.  The  first 
week  or  so  we  did  not  do  very  much,  merely 
put  a few  of  the  Freshies  through  some  of  the 
time-worn  stunts,  climbing  trees,  chasing  autos, 
and  so  forth,  — sort  of  setting-up  exercises, 
you  know.  Tommie  Gray  — ‘Bunnie’  we 
used  to  call  him  — was  the  leader  of  the 
‘ Gang,’  as  they  were  nicknamed,  and  he 
was  certainly  fitted  for  the  place.  He  was 
original,  which  is  saying  a good  deal,  and, 
furthermore,  he  seemed  to  have  an  unlimited 
supply  of  all  sorts  of  ideas  for  every  possible 
occasion.  He  never  was  willing  to  do  what 
anybody  else  had  ever  done,  but  was  constantly 
seeking  ‘fresh  fields  and  pastures  new,’  and, 
what  is  more,  finding  them. 

“ ‘ I say,  fellows,  that’s  stale,’  grumbled 
Bunnie  one  day.  ‘ Let’s  think  up  something 


new  and  exciting.  Those  Freshies  don’t  seem 
to  mind  this  sort  of  thing  in  the  least,  and  I, 
for  one,  am  getting  tired  of  it.  What  do  you 
say  to  lugging  a few  of  them  down  to  the 
beach  and  giving  them  a ducking  ? The  other 
day  Jim  told  me  about  one  of  them,  a country 
lad,  green  as  the  juicy  grass,  who  never  saw 
the  ocean  before,  so  he  sits  down  there  near 
the  Point  and  listens  to  the  waves  as  they  go 
‘ slosh  — b’gosh  — slosh  --  b’gosh. ’ Fellows, 
its  our  duty  to  give  that  fellow  a closer  ac- 
quaintance with  Old  Briny,  and  I have  a plan 
for  doing  it.  We’ll  help  him  to  get  * close  to 
Nature,’  all  right,  see  if  we  don’t.’ 

“ The  next  day  Bunnie  unfolded  his  plan  to 
the  ‘ Gang,’  and  it  was  accepted  on  the  spot. 
Three  members  loaded  themselves  with  chains, 
of  which  Bunnie  had  collected  some  eight  or 
ten,  and  Bunnie  produced  a pair  of  handcuffs. 

‘ For  his  ankles,’  he  explained,  tersely,  and 
with  that  he  led  the  way  toward  that  part  of 
the  Point  where,  according  to  Jim,  this  particu- 
lar Freshie  always  sat  during  the  latter  part  of 
the  afternoon. 

“ There  he  was,  sure  enough,  and  the  party 
split  into  twos  and  threes  and  began  a stealthy- 
advance  upon  him.  There  was  a sudden  rush, 
and  the  first  thing  he  knew  he  lay  on  his  back, 
bound  hand  and  foot,  while  the  rocks  seemed 
fairly  swarming  with  the  dreaded  ‘ Sophs.’ 
Two  of  us  mounted  guard  while  the  rest  with- 
drew to  arrange  the  details. 

“ ‘ See  that  rock  over  there,  the  one  with 
the  pointed  top?  Well,  that’s  just  what  we 
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want.  The  water  just  washes  over  it  when  the 
tide  is  high,  and  there  is  a smaller  boulder  near 
it  that  will  do  to  tie  his  feet  to.  It’s  more 
than  six  feet  tall,  and  he’s  not  over  five  feet 
six.  Come  on.’  With  these  words  Bunnie 
led  the  way  back  to  the  prisoner,  who  was  be- 
ginning to  wonder  what  was  going  to  happen 
next. 

“ ‘ We  understand  that  you  love  the  ocean,’ 
began  one  of  the  ‘ Gang,’  in  a deep,  heavy 
voice.  ‘ So  we  thought  we  would  assist  you  in 
your  investigations  of  this  great  natural  phe- 
nomenon,’ interrupted  another,  grandly.  ‘ Yes, 
we  intend  to  offer  our  assistance  to  you  to  show 
you  more  clearly  and  more  vividly  the  different 
characteristics  of  this  immense  body  of  water, 
especially  the  tidal  action,’  added  a third. 

“ ‘ Only  two  hours  more,’  warned  Bunnie, 
‘ better  bring  him  along.  Of  course,  Mr. 
Freshie,  if  you  wish  to  say  your  prayers,  to 
leave  any  word  for  your  family,  or  anything  of 
that  kind,  I should  be  most  happy  to  oblige 
you.’ 

“ * Oh,  no,  thank  you,’  said  the  Freshman, 
smiling  with  a superior  air,  ‘ not  to-dav.’ 

“ ‘Just  as  you  prefer,’  replied  Bunnie,  ‘ you 
can  do  as  you  please  about  it,  but  this  is  your 
last  chance.’ 

“The  Freshie  gave  no  sign  of  having  any- 
thing to  say,  merely  smiled  more  scoffingly,  so 
the  crowd  picked  him  up  and  started  for  the 
shore.  We  carried  him  along  over  the  rocks 
until  we  came  to  the  one  with  the  pointed  tip, 
which  Bunnie  had  chosen,  and  then  uncere- 
moniously deposited  him  on  the  beach  nearby. 

“ By  this  time  our  two  best  swimmers  had 
removed  their  clothes  and  put  on  bathing  suits. 
Taking  a rather  long  piece  of  chain  they 
climbed  down  the  rocks  into  the  water,  and 
securely  fastened  it  around  the  smaller  boulder, 
leaving  a few  feet  of  each  end  free.  This 
done,  the  rest  of  the  ‘ Gang  ’ carefully  lowered 
the  wondering  Freshman  into  the  water,  feet 
first,  and  held  him  there  while  the  other  two 


slipped  the  chain  of  the  pair  of  handcuffs 
through  the  main  chain  and  snapped  the  circlets 
on  his  ankles. 

“ ‘ Now,’  said  Bunnie,  * now  we  will  ex- 
plain a few  things  to  you.  It  has  been  the 
custom,  from  time  immemorial,  to  sacrifice  one 
member  of  each  entering  class  to  the  God  of 
the  Sea.  Each  year  one  Freshman  mysteri- 
ously disappears,  more  or  less  fuss  is  made  by 
his  relatives,  but  the  upper-class  men  smile 
sadly  and  shake  their  heads.  They  know  the 
truth.  He  has  been  a martyr  for  the  safety 
and  well-being  of  his  class.  O,  what  a sur- 
passing honor  ! O,  what  a glorious  fate  ! 
How  few  men  have  given  their  lives  for  their 
fellows  ! The  number  is  small.  Such  a 
superb  opportunity  is  not  for  the  many.  It  is 
reserved  for  the  favored  few.  Such,  happy 
mortal,  is  thy  fate. 

“ ‘ There  is  one  condition  attached  to  this 
custom,  and  that  is  that  the  sea  shall  take  its 
own.  The  victim  must  die  by  the  sea’s 
power.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  you  are  living 
now,  instead  of  lying  a lifeless  corpse  back 
there  on  the  main-land.  It  is  for  this  reason, 
O you  most  fortunate  of  Freshmen,  that  you 
have  been  thrust  into  the  sea  to  await  Death. 
For  Death  lurks  in  this  water.  When  the  tide 
rises,  you  will  remain  below  the  waves. 
Higher  and  higher  will  come  the  water,  wave 
upon  wave,  each  a trifle  higher  than  the  last. 
Resistless,  overpowering,  it  reaches  your  neck, 
your  chin,  it  covers  your  face.  You  strain  up- 
ward in  mad  frenzy  with  superhuman  strength, 
but  it  is  useless.  The  struggle  ends,  and,  with 
a few  spasmodic  efforts,  your  body  becomes 
still,  and  sinks  back  into  the  waves.  The 
tide  turns,  and  the  rising  moon  looks  down  at 
your  lifeless  corpse  as  it  tugs  at  the  creaking 
chains.’  Bunnie  paused  impressively. 

“‘The  water’s  fine,”  challenged  the 
Freshie,  ‘ Come  on  in.  Salt-water  bathing 
has  fresh-water  beaten  a mile.’ 

“ We  looked  at  him  reproachfully,  pityingly. 
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and  then  betook  ourselves  to  the  other  side  of" 
the  Point,  where  we  smoked  and  told  stories 
while  the  deserted  Freshie  meditated  on  his  lot. 
The  water  became  chilly  as  the  sun  went  down, 
and,  besides,  the  tide  was  slowly  rising.  The 
Freshie  began  to  lose  his  temper.  ‘ Wish 
those  confounded  chumps  would  hurry  up  and 
let  me  loose,’  as  he  flopped  around  in  an  effort 
to  send  some  blood  through  his  stiffened  'imbs. 
‘This  is  too  much  of  a good  thing,’  was  his 
next  remark  to  the  open  air,  after  he  had  rested 
some  ten  or  fifteen  minutes.  ‘ This  cold  is 
piercing  right  through  to  my  marrow.  I’ve 
got  to  do  something.  Wonder  if  there’s  any- 
body else  ’round  these  diggings  ? I’ll  have  a 
try,  anyway.’  He  threw  back  his  head  and 
sounded  a peculiar  Western  mountain  call, 
which  he  used  to  use  when  a boy.  The  rocks 
rang  with  the  echo,  but  there  was  no  other 
answer,  and  he  relapsed  into  silence. 

“ The  water  was  getting  decidedly  unpleas- 
ant, and  now  he  had  to  hold  his  head  back 
when  he  wanted  to  breathe.  A laugh  rang  out 
from  among  the  rocks,  and  in  a few  moments 
our  happy  crowd  appeared.  We  made  no 
more  attempts  at  frightening  him,  but,  instead, 
seated  ourselves  on  the  surrounding  rocks  and 
inquired  solicitously  about  his  health.  Did  he 
feel  scared  ? Was  he  cold  ? Lovely  water, 
so  nice  to  have  it  all  to  himself  for  such  a long 
time  ! Could  we  do  anything  for  him  ? 
Would  he  like  an  umbrella  so  as  not  to  get  wet  ? 
To  these  and  like  exclamations  and  inquiries  he 
answered  nothing,  though  occasionally  shiver- 
ing in  spite  of  his  efforts  to  be  stolid. 

“ This  was  noticed  by  the  ever-observant 
Bunnie,  who  proposed  that  Freshie  be  released, 
he  ‘ was  such  a nice  boy  that  it  seemed  a pity 
that  the  sea  should  claim  him.’  The  rest  of 
us  agreed  that  it  was  shameful,  and  Bunnie  put 
his  hand  into  his  pocket  for  the  handcuff"  keys 
while  the  two  ‘ executioners,’  as  they  styled 
themselves,  threw  off"  the  coats  in  which  they 
had  wrapped  themselves. 


“Suddenly  Bunnie’s  face  turned  white.  ‘I 
say,  fellows,’  he  said,  slowly,  ‘ have  any  of 
you  got  these  keys  ? ’ 

“ ‘ Not  guilty,’  replied  one  after  another, 
and  gradually  the  truth  began  to  dawn  upon 
us.  The  Freshie  was  fastened  down  by  chains, 
not  ropes,  and  if  the  keys  did  not  turn  up, — 
well,  there  he  would  stay  until  one  of  those 
chains  could  be  filed  through,  which  would 
take  at  least  an  hour  — and  the  water  was 
washing  over  his  face  even  now. 

“ ‘ I’ll  go  to  Lamson’s,  one  of  you  fellows 
go  to  Eastman’s.  We’ve  got  to  have  a file  ! ’ 
We  turned  as  Bunnie  spoke,  and  saw  him 
standing  there,  his  face  set  and  rigid,  and  in  a 
moment  he  was  gone.  Without  a word  Bill 
Lockwood  turned  and  rushed  up  the  Point  after 
his  flving  leader.  The  rest  of  us  stood,  dumb- 
founded as  the  awful  realization  struck  us. 
We  could  do  nothing  to  save  the  Freshie. 

‘ We  had  better  hunt  for  the  keys,’  said  Jim, 
with  a choking  sob.  ‘ There  is  not  much 
hope,  but  it’s  our  only  chance.’ 

“ I turned  in  feverish  haste  and  ran  plumb 
into  someone  who  seemed  a bit  familiar  in  the 
gathering  darkness.  I started  to  hurry  by  with- 
out a word  when  a hand  seized  my  arm,  and 
the  well-known  quaver  of  ‘ Mercury  ’ Payson, 
our  physics  and  chemistry  professor,  trembling, 
inquired  what  the  trouble  was. 

“ I hesitated  a moment,  and  then  made  a 
clean  breast  of  the  whole  affair.  ‘ Mercury  ’ 
blinked  at  me  through  his  thick  glasses  for  a 
moment  and  then  inquired  suddenly,  ‘ Have 
you  a tub,  a wash-tub?  ’ I looked  at  him  and 
answered,  no,  but  that  there  was  one  back  at 
the  farm-house,  I supposed.  ‘ Get  it,’  he 
ordered  sharply,  and  off"  I went  on  the  appar- 
ently senseless  errand.  There  was  a large  tub 
standing  in  Lamson’s  yard,  and  I seized  it 
without  ceremony.  When  I returned,  there 
were  two  fellows  filing  away  at  the  chains  like 
mad.  Every  minute  or  so  one  of  them  would 
give  in,  come  to  the  surface  gasping  for  air,  and 
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his  place  would  be  taken  by  some  one  else,  It 
was  a mighty  lucky  thing  for  the  Freshie  that 
all  the  members  of  the  ‘ Gang  ’ were  regular 
water-rats. 

“ ‘ Mercury  ’ grabbed  the  tub  from  my 
hands  as  I arrived  on  the  scene,  turned  it  up- 
side down,  and  plunged  it  into  the  water  over 
the  head  of  the  now  senseless  Freshie,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  climb  on  top,  motioning  a couple  of 
others  to  get  on,  too.  We  looked  at  one 
another  in  amazement  for  a second,  then  in  a 
flash  we  understood.  The  tub,  being  full  of 
air,  would  not  fill  with  water,  but,  sunk  by  the 
weight  on  top,  would  carry  the  air  contained 
in  it  down  to  the  Freshie. 

“ Good  old  ‘ Mercury.’  His  presence  of 
mind  saved  many  a heartache  on  that  day.  In 
a half-hour  or  so  the  chains  were  filed  through 
and  we  hauled  the  limp  body  of  the  Freshie  on 
shore.  Under  the  vigorous  treatment  we  gave 
him  he  soon  revived,  and  at  the  first  sign  of 
life  we  gave  way.  Some  laughed  and  danced 


like  madmen,  some  sat  down  and  cried  like 
babies,  and  one  fainted  dead  away,  so  great  was 
the  reaction.  Dear  old  ‘ Mercury  ’ had  his 
hands  full,  and  between  taking  care  of  the 
Freshie,  reviving  the  one  who  had  fainted,  and 
dodging  some  dancing  idiots  who  tried  to  hug 
him,  to  shake  his  hand,  to  slap  his  back,  he 
was  almost  wild. 

“ By  and  by  things  calmed  down  a bit,  and 
then  we  picked  up  ‘ Mercury  ’ and  carried  him 
round  and  round  the  Point  until  he  begged  us 
to  stop.  And  then  came  the  climax.  The 
Freshie,  himself  again,  declared  that  he  did 
not  intend  to  say  anything  about  it  at  college, 
and  looked  at  ‘ Mercury,’  who  blinked  and 
said  he  thought  we  had  all  learned  a lesson, 
and  that  was  enough.  Next  day,  when  the 
wildest  sophomore  class  in  years  came  out  with 
the  declaration  that  hazing  must  stop,  the 
faculty  wondered,  the  people  stared,  but  the 
secret  belonged  to  the  Freshie,  to  * Mercury,’ 
and  to  the  ‘ Gang.’  ” C.  J.  G.,  ’06. 


THE  TRAIL  OF  AN  EXILE 


1. 

ICHOLAS  SERGIUS  sat  in  the  dark- 
ness of  the  log  hut,  his  fetters  clank- 
ing at  every  movement,  and  thought 
with  bitter  sorrow  of  Paul  and  Basil,  his  sons. 
How  he  wished  that  the  end  would  come  ! 
The  end  was  Siberia,  for  he,  Nicholas  Sergius, 
suspected  of  Nihilism,  had  been  sentenced  to 
exile.  The  log  hut  was  one  of  half  a dozen 
which  formed  the  little  military  post  of  Vladi. 
It  was  situated  on  the  high  road,  in  the  midst 
of  a desolate  waste  of  snow  and  frozen  ground. 
It  was  here  that  many  prisoners  rested  on  their 
way  to  Siberia,  and  the  barrenness  of  the  place 
was  in  harmony  with  their  hopeless  lives. 

“ He  is  coming  again  to  mock  me,”  mut- 
tered Nicholas,  hearing  the  marching  tread  of 
dragoons  approaching  the  door. 


“ Nicholas,  are  you  there  ? ” cried  a voice. 

“ Where  else  should  I be,  you  wretch  ?” 

“ Hush  ! No  hard  names.”  The  speaker 
was  Ivan  Tolmius,  Sergius’  step-brother,  and 
lieutenant  in  command.  He  spoke  a few 
words  to  his  dragoons  and  they  retired  a dozen 
paces.  Ivan  entered  the  hut.  “ Nicholas,” 
he  began,  standing  erect  and  with  folded  arms, 
“ my  errand  is  one  of  mercy  — I swear  it.” 

“ Tell  that  to  fools,  you  scoundrel  ! ” 

The  lieutenant  turned  pale.  “ 1 have 
wronged  you  enough,”  he  said  ; “I  am 
sorry.” 

“ Enough?  Oh,  not  yet  ! ” answered 
Nicholas.”  “ It  is  true  that  you  have  robbed 
me  of  my  fortune,  ruined  my  reputation,  and 
— have  brought  me  to  this.  Don’t  deny  it  ; 
your  lies  have  put  this  brand  of  ‘ Nihilist  ’ 
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upon  my  name.  You  say  that  you  have 
wronged  me  enough  ; it  is  not  true.  My  sons 
yet  live  and  are  free,  so  that  the  measure  of 
your  iniquity  is  not  yet  full,  Ivan  Tolmius  — 
liar,  traitor,  and  scoundrel  ! ” 

“ Cannot  a man  repent  ? ” 

“ You  cannot.” 

“ I have.  That  is  my  repentance.” 

Nicholas  Sergius  reached  out  his  fettered 
hands  to  grasp  the  instrument  flung  to  him. 
“A  file!”  he  gasped.  “And  you  — you 
give  me  this  ? ” 

“ Yes,  I.  Did  I not  say  I was  sorry  for 
the  wrongs  I have  done  you  ? There  is  too 
much  sin  upon  my  soul,  my  brother.  I cannot 
sleep  at  night.” 

“ Ivan  Tolmius,  you  do  not,  cannot,  mean 
what  you  say.” 

“ Listen.  To-night  I send  my  men  to  the 
village.  I must  leave  one  guard  outside  your 
door,  but  I will  call  him  away  for  a few  min- 
utes upon  some  pretext.  In  those  few  mo- 
ments the  door  will  be  unfastened  — do  not 
look  to  see  by  whom.  If  you  love  your  life, 
you  will  make  the  most  of  your  opportunity. 
You  see  I run  a great  risk  in  this,  but  I am 
prepared  for  it.  I will  delay  pursuit  as  long  as 
possible.  I can  do  no  more. 

Nicholas  was  silent  for  a few  minutes  and 
then  said  : “ I accept  your  offer,  not  for  my 
own  sake,  but  for  the  sake  of  my  family.” 

Ivan  Tolmius  turned  upon  his  heei  and  left 
the  hut,  the  door  of  which  was  immediately 
locked  behind  him.  “ Blind  fool  ! ” he  mut- 
tered to  himself,  “ how  easily  he  falls  into  the 
trap.  He  will  escape,  of  course  ; we  shall 
pursue  him,  and  escaping  prisoners  are  some- 
times shot  dead.  I fear  this  Nicholas  Sergius. 
If  he  were  ever  pardoned  and  set  free,  he 
would  demand  a reckoning  which  I am  not  in- 
clined to  pay.  A pistol  bullet  is  surer  than  a 
Siberian  prison  ! ” 

II. 

“ Bazelaire,”  said  Paul  and  Basil  Sergius, 
“ it  is  just  one  relay  of  horses  that  we  want  ; 


is  that  a great  thing  to  ask  ? But  after  all,” 
they  added,  gloomily,  “ we  may  have  no  need 
of  them.” 

“ Very  well,  young  masters,”  answered 
Bazelaire,  who  had  charge  of  this  lonely  post 
station  situated  on  the  road  which  led  across 
the  frontier  ; “ if  you  want  the  horses,  you 
shall  have  them.  But  be  careful,  for  I have 
an  idea  that  you  are  on  a rash  errand.” 

“ Hush  ! ” said  Paul,  quickly.”  “ We 
have  not  told  you  what  we  intend  to  do  ; don’t 
try  to  find  out.  If  we  come  back  with  a third 
occupant  in  the  sleigh,  don’t  look  at  his  face, 
my  friend  ; only  lend  us  the  horses,  and  re- 
main in  ignorance.” 

With  these  parting  words  Paul  and  Basil 
entered  the  sleigh,  whipped  up  the  three  horses, 
and  vanished  round  a bend  of  the  frozen  road 
which  ran  through  the  pine  forest.  Where 
were  they  going  ? And  what  was  their  purpose  ? 
To  these  questions  they  themselves  could  hardly 
have  supplied  a satisfactory  answer.  They 
only  knew  that  Vladi  was  ten  miles  away,  that 
their  father  rested  there  for  the  night,  that  the 
prison  was  merely  of  wood  and  not  of  stone, 
and  that  a stout  sleigh  with  a relay  of  horses 
could  make  a good  dash  for  the  distant  frontier, 
even  if  it  contained  three  occupants. 

* * * * * 

“ Free  ! I am  free  ! But  where  am  I to  go 
to?”  There  was  a road  somewhere,  but  the 
night  was  dark,  and  the  snow  had  fallen  thickly. 
His  feet  were  numbed  with  cold,  and  with  his 
still  fettered  hands  Nicholas  Sergius  felt  for  the 
road  which  meant  life  or  death  to  him.  Yes, 
he  was  sure  he  was  following  it  all  right,  and 
so  he  hurried  on  through  the  darkness.  At 
every  stride  he  left  a track  upon  the  snow  ; but 
what  of  that,  since  Ivan  Tolmius  had  promised 
that  pursuit  should  be  delayed  ? 

It  was  still  half  an  hour  before  dawn  when 
the  fugitive  sat  down  upon  a stone  and  recom- 
menced the  half-finished  work  of  filing  the 
manacles  which  encircled  his  wrists.  His  fin- 
gers were  stiff,  and  the  task  was  slow  and  pain- 
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ful.  Presently  a sound  not  altogether  unmusi- 
cal made  him  look  up  and  listen  attentively. 

“ I must  be  quick,”  thought  Nicholas,  “ But 
what  can  that  noise  be  ? ” 

lie  had  barely  asked  himself  the  question 
when,  like  a flash,  the  answer  came  to  him. 
With  a fearful  cry  the  exile  sprang  to  his  feet, 
snapped  with  one  wrench  the  fetters  upon  his 
wrists,  flung  oft  his  cloak,  threw  down  his 
hat,  and  ran,  ran,  ran.  Death  was  on  his 
heels,  and  he  knew  it,  too.  That  noise  in  the 
distance  was  the  baying  of  wolves  — a mighty 
pack.  Relentless,  pitiless,  they  were  follow- 
ing on  the  track  of  the  exile. 

“ I am  lost  ! ” gasped  Sergius.  “ Better 
face  them  at  once  and  die.”  But  man  fights 
for  his  life  while  there  is  breath  in  him,  and 
the  fugitive  still  ran  on  with  bursting  lungs  and 
heaving  chest.  Louder  and  louder  grew'  the 
baying  of  the  wolves.  They  came  in  a long 
line  which  seemed  to  be  endless,  hundreds  and 
hundreds  of  them.  Famished  with  hunger, 
famine  gave  them  surprising  strength.  But 
now,  at  the  distance  of  about  a mile,  a vast 
forest  of  sombre  pines  lay  in  the  path  of  the 
runner.  “If  I can  get  there,”  he  thought, 
“ I may  be  able  to  climb  a tree.”  But  he  had 
not  the  strength  to  climb  the  easiest  of  trees  ; 
moreover,  the  foremost  wolves  were  barely 
three  hundred  yards  behind  him.  Still  the 
exile  ran  on,  hands  clenched,  teeth  locked,  and 
face  as  white  as  chalk. 

Was  it  possible,  or  was  it  some  mirage  to 
mock  his  last  moments  ? It  seemed  to  the  ex- 
hausted man  that  a sleigh  with  horses  had  sud- 
denly appeared  upon  the  horizon  of  the  forest ; 
and  that  the  horses,  terrified  at  the  sight  of  the 
wolves,  were  rearing  and  neighing  with  excite- 
ment. Then  it  seemed  to  him  that  a familiar 
voice  screamed  to  him  to  hurry  — as  if  he  were 
not  doing  that  already  ! — that  a familiar  form 
leaped  from  the  sleigh  and  grappled  with  the 
frenzied  horses  ; and  that  these,  the  rescuers, 
were  no  other  than  Paul  and  Basil,  his  sons. 


With  a hoarse  cry  the  exile  rushed  forward. 
Nearer  and  nearer  ! A red  mist  was  swim- 
ming before  his  eyes  ; the  howls  of  the  wolves 
were  as  thunder  in  his  ears,  his  knees  bent  be- 
neath him.  “Shall  I do  it?  ” was  his  one 
thought.  “I  can  ! No,  I cannot  ! ” Nicho- 
las Sergius  flung  up  his  arms  and  fell  in  a dead 
faint  half  across  the  sleigh.  Paul  pulled  him 
in  ; Bazil  released  the  horses’  heads,  and 
leaped  in.  There  was  a howl  of  rage  from 
the  wolves,  the  horses  turned  like  lightning, 
and,  needing  no  whip  or  word  of  command, 
fled  for  their  lives  down  the  forest  path. 

III. 

“ The  fellow  has  made  good  use  of  his 
legs,”  said  Ivan  Tolmius.  “ 1 do  not  see 
him.” 

“ It  will  be  lighter  soon,  lieutenant,”  said 
one  of  the  dragoons  who  accompanied  him. 
“ He  couldn’t  have  reached  the  forest,  and  if 
he  has  it  will  be  no  use  to  him.” 

“ Lieutenant,  there  are  wolf  tracks  on  our 
left,”  cried  the  second  dragoons,  riding  up. 
“ Thousands  of  them.” 

“ What  of  that  ? ” 

“ Only  that  Vladi  is  five  miles  away.” 

“ Coward  ! I tell  you  we  will  capture  this 
Nihilist  in  spite  of  all  the  wolves  in  Russia.” 

“ I am  no  coward,  lieutenant  ; but,  if  you 
go  a little  further,  I think  you  will  find  that  the 
tracks  of  the  wolves  join  in  with  the  one  we 
are  following.” 

“ Ah  ! ” exclaimed  Ivan  ; “ and  you  think 

“ That  Nicholas  Sergius  is  killed.  There 
is  no  doubt  about  it.” 

An  evil  smile  passed  over  Ivan’s  face.  “ We 
will  ride  one  mile  more  so  that  I may  be  sure 
of  his  death.” 

The  dragoons  unwillingly  followed  at  a dis- 
tance. Lighter  and  lighter  grew  the  dawn. 
Suddenly  Ivan  came  hurrying  back.  “ Ride 


Latin  School  Register  7 


on  ! ” he  cried.  “ The  cursed  wolves  are 
coming.  Do  you  not  hear  them  ? ” 

He  was  right.  The  great  pack  disappointed 
in  their  hunting,  had  turned  back  along  their 
own  trail,  and  the  lieutenant  had  no  sooner 
finished  speaking  than  the  animals  scented  the 
men  and  at  once  gave  chase. 

Ivan  Tolmius  had  ridden  his  horse  hard  that 
morning  ; those  belonging  to  the  dragoons  were 
comparatively  fresh.  Vladi  was  six  miles 
away,  and  the  wolves  were  mad  with  hunger. 
The  dragoons,  who  had  the  start  of  their  offi- 
cer, increased  the  distance,  and  rode  on,  side 
by  side,  like  the  wind.  Presently  they  heard 
the  scream  of  a man  in  agony.  They  looked 
back  ; neither  Ivan  Tolmius  nor  his  horse  were 
visible  ; all  they  could  see  was  a piled-up  mass 
of  fighting  wolves  ! 


Before  another  night  had  passed  Nicholas 
and  his  two  sons  had  fled  across  the  frontier, 
and  were  safe.  They  had  not  been  pursued, 
and  for  a very  simple  reason.  When  the  two 
dragoons  spurred  into  Vladi  this  was  the  tale 
they  told  : 

“ We  came  upon  at  least  five  hundred 
wolves,”  said  they,  “and  they  were  feeding 
upon  the  bodv  of  the  traitor  Sergius.  We  at- 
tacked them,  though  they  were  but  three  of  us. 
Our  lieutenant  was  pulled  from  his  horse. 
The  wolves  closed  over  him.  We  fought  like 
madmen  to  save  him  ; but  two  against  five 
hundred  ! Were  there  ever  such  odds  ? The 
lieutenant  was  killed  ; we  fled.  That  is 
all.” 

A.  N.  W.,  ’06. 


THE  FRESHMAN 


THERE  appeared  in  the  Register  last 
year  a series  of  articles  entitled  “ The 
Learner,”  describing  the  college  life 
in  one  of  our  large  universities.  This  year 
the  Freshman  was  asked  to  write  a series  simi- 
lar to  that  of  “The  Learner,”  describing  the 
college  life  which  he  was  living.  As  he  is  at- 
tending one  of  the  better  known  of  the  smaller 
colleges,  and  as  there  are  many  fundamental 
differences  between  the  life  of  a small  college 
and  that  of  the  university,  differences  of  at- 
mosphere and  spirit,  he  has  consented  to  at- 
tempt the  task.  He  hopes  to  be  able  to  tell 
his  life  truly  and  interestingly,  and  to  give  his 
readers  some  familiarity  with  the  life  that  some 
of  them,  too,  will  soon  be  living. 

To  begin  with,  a few  days  before  college 
opened,  he  found  himself  on  the  campus  for 
the  first  time,  and  before  he  had  gone  a quarter 
of  the  distance  across  it,  he  began  to  feel  most 
conspicuously  “green.”  When  he  reached 


his  room,  he  learned  that  his  furniture  had  not 
arrived,  and  he  and  his  room-mate  spent  a hot, 
uncomfortable  night,  resting  as  best  they  could, 
and  listening  apprehensively  to  the  noisy 
bands  of  Sophomores,  who,  until  the  early 
morning  hours,  were  continually  tramping 
through  the  dormitory  in  search  of  luckless 
Freshmen.  Of  course,  before  the  second  night 
was  over,  they  themselves  were  captured  and 
put  through  the  usual  series  of  “stunts.” 
For  two  weeks  thereafter,  they  and  their  class- 
mates had  little  peace  ; they  spent  the  greater 
part  of  every  evening  in  exciting  fire-drills  and 
trunk  races.  They  soon  learned,  however, 
that  the  Sophomores  were,  for  the  most  part, 
a jolly,  good-natured  set  of  fellows,  and  they 
began  to  enjoy  their  nightly  exhibitions  as  much 
as  did  their  captors. 

Then  came  the  night  of  the  Foot-ball  Rush. 
“ Foot-ball,  Freshies  ! Foot-ball,  Freshies  ! ” 
That  was  the  call  which  sounded  over  the 
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campus  and  through  the  different  dormitories  as 
the  Freshman  and  two  of  his  friends  sat  talk- 
ing together  quietly  in  his  room.  At  the  call, 
the  three  tore  off  collars  and  neckties,  made  a 
mad  grab  for  sweaters,  and  rushed  out  upon  the 
campus. 

There,  under  the  deep  shadow  of  the  trees 
on  the  further  side,  they  found  a scattered 
group  of  upper-classmen  with  glowing  pipe- 
bowls,  and  a steadily  growing  crowd  of  Fresh- 
men. They  joined  their  classmates  and  took 
up  the  rallying  cry,  “ Oughty-nine  up! 
Oughty-nine  up  ! ” Over  across  the  campus 
they  heard  the  answering  cry,  “ Oughty-eight 
up  ! Oughty-eight  up  ! ” and  saw  dimly 
another  gathering  crowd. 

After  marching  up  and  down  the  campus 
shouting  their  challenges,  the  Freshmen  were 
martialed  into  order  by  the  upper-classmen, 
line  behind  line  in  a compact  mass,  and  began 
to  move  slowly  forward.  Then  they  halted, 
and  the  Freshman  had  time  to  look  about  him. 

Pressing  close  around  him  on  all  sides  were 
dark,  dimly-seen  forms  — for  there  was  no 
moon,  and  the  sky  was  overcast.  The  men 
about  him  seemed  to  thrill  with  suppressed  ex- 
citement ; there  was  silence  except  for  an 
occasional  low-spoken  word  and  the  cheers  for 
“oughty-nine.  ” In  front  of  him, some  fifty  yards 
away,  he  could  dimly  make  out  another  mass 
of  men,  and,  in  the  space  between,  small 
groups  of  upper-classmen.  Now  and  again 
some  upper-classman  would  light  a red  or  yel- 
low light  and  hold  it  high  above  his  head, 
bringing  into  glaring  relief  the  dark  rows  of 
the  trees  on  either  hand,  the  restless,  waiting 
masses  of  men,  and,  half  way  between  them, 
the  ’Varsity  foot-ball  captain  with  the  coveted 
foot-ball,  the  object  of  the  rush.  Then  the 
light  would  go  out,  plunging  everything  into 
deeper  blackness  than  ever. 


At  last  the  Freshmen  began  to  move  forward 
slowly.  The  lights  were  burning  continuously 
now,  and  just  before  the  two  classes  met,  the 
foot-ball  was  tossed  high  in  the  air.  Then  came 
the  shock.  Back  and  forth  the  Freshman 
struggled,  shoving,  pushing,  straining,  tug- 
ging- 

After  ten  minutes  of  fierce,  tiring  effort, 
they  found  their  numbers  growing  less.  The 
Sophomores  were  pulling  Freshman  after  Fresh- 
man from  the  body  of  his  classmates.  Then 
came  a glorious  rough-and-tumble.  Every- 
where were  fierce,  individual  wrestling  bouts, 
each  refereed  by  its  ring  of  upper-classmen, 
holding  their  flaring  torches.  Slowly  the 
crowds  grew  less,  but  still  the  rush  went  on, 
now  in  the  dark,  for  the  upper-classmen  had 
used  all  their  supply  of  lights.  At  last,  after 
an  interminable  hour,  the  rush  was  called  to  an 
end,  and  the  few  remaining,  tired  Freshmen 
dragged  themselves  to  their  rooms. 

There  were  no  serious  injuries.  One  Latin 
School  fellow  came  off  the  campus  with  his 
shirt  completely  torn  from  his  back,  but  even 
he  had  no  injuries  save  a few  scratches  on  his 
back  and  shoulders.  Then,  too,  the  rush 
ended  the  bitter  feeling  between  the  classes 
and  brought  more  of  a spirit  of  fellowship  be- 
tween them. 

In  looking  back  over  the  first  weeks  of  col- 
lege, the  Freshman  will  confess  that  he  did  not 
enjoy  the  first  two  or  three  days,  but,  as  .a 
Sophomore  said  to  him  a few  days  ago,  he 
came  to  college  expecting  hostility  on  the  part 
of  the  Sophomores,  and  he  would  have  been 
disappointed  if  he  had  not  found  it.  He  soon 
learned  that  it  was  more  than  half  assumed,  and 
already  he  has  begun  to  feel  that  he,  too,  has  a 
place  in  the  fellowship  and  the  loyalty  of  the 
grand,  old  “ college  on  the  hill.” 
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DRILL  commenced  on  October  7,  and 
things  started  smoothly,  as  there  were 
no  changes  at  all  in  system,  in  con- 
trast to  last  year,  when  the  lives  of  the  cadets 
were  made  miserable  by  the  new  manual. 
The  battalion  this  year  is  exceptionally  large, 
most  of  the  companies  consisting  of  five  squads. 

On  November  10,  the  guns  were  given  out, 
and  up  to  the  time  of  going  to  press,  good  pro- 
gress had  been  made  in  the  manual,  though 
there  is  a larger  proportion  of  new  drillers  this 
year  than  usual.  A few  of  the  newcomers 
show  some  knowledge  of  drill,  since  there  were 
companies  in  several  Grammar  Schools  last 
year.  The  battalion  appeared  in  uniform 
on  Tuesday,  November  21. 

The  roster  is  as  follows  : 

Quartermaster,  E.  V.  Hickey. 

Company  A. 

Captain,  W.  C.  Adams. 

Lieutenants,  W.  S.  Nay,  P.  M.  Cowan. 
Sergeants,  R.  S.  Jowett,  A.  B.  Butler,  C. 
Emery,  H.  G.  Meserve,  J.  F.  Sanderson. 
Company  B. 

Captain,  A.  T.  Good. 

Lieutenants,  B.  J.  Wolf,  J.  Humphry,  Jr. 
Sergeants,  J.  P.  Kennedy,  J.  A.  Foley,  S. 
I.  Shore,  G.  P.  Sullivan,  J.  N.  Finkel. 
Company  C. 

Captain,  J.  W.  Doherty. 

Lieutenants,  J.  T.  Reardon,  J.  L.  Merrill. 
Sergeants,  W.  B.  Elcock,  H.  P.  Griffin, 
F.  G.  Duffy,  A.  W.  Caswell,  S.  C.  Smith. 


Company  D. 

Captain,  L.  W.  Hickey. 

Lieutenants,  C.  E.  V.  Mansfield,  D.  K. 
Neyhus. 

Sergeants,  J.  O.  Daly,  W.  T.  O’Brien,  W. 
j.  Bloom,  S.  J.  Reardon,  E.  V.  McKey,  Jr. 

Company  E. 

Captain,  J.  P.  Buckley, 

Lieutenants,  E.  R.  Wendemuth,  Jr.,  A.  D. 
Carlisle. 

Sergeants,  I.  Jacobs,  R.  Crosbie,  N.  Bald- 
win, T.  J.  Lane,  J.  J.  Meade. 

Company  F. 

Captain,  J.  D.  Donovan. 

Lieutenants,  C.  F.  Regan,  J.  R.  Sheehan. 
Sergeants,  T.  J.  Riley,  J.  D.  Donovan,  J. 
R.  Morton,  A.  Feinburg,  E.  W.  Supple. 

Company  G. 

Captain,  C.  J.  Gale. 

Lieutenants,  W.  A.  Corlev,  R.  N.  Hallo- 
well. 

Sergeants,  A.  N.  Wyzanski,  G.  D.  Howie, 
J.  J.  McClellan,  D.  P.  Colville,  H.  E.  Mon- 
ahan. 

Company  H. 

Captain,  R.  J.  Dobbyn. 

Lieutenants,  J.  E.  Mahoney,  S.  B.  Finkel. 
Sergeants,  E.  C.  Baker,  T.  L.  Redgate,  J. 
W.  Churchward,  G.  E.  Hodge,  S.  P.  Holland. 
Drum  Major,  S.  W.  Moulton. 

First  Sergeant,  N.  D.  Ayer. 
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NOVEMBER,  1905 


SOON  after  this  issue  of  the  Register  is  in 
the  hands  of  the  fellows  will  come  the 
great  game  of  the  year,  the  annual 
Thanksgiving  Day  foot-ball  game  between  the 
Latin  School  and  the  English  High.  It  is 
every  fellow’s  duty  to  be  present  at  that  game, 
whether  he  wishes  it  or  not,  and  we  hope  and 
firmly  believe  there  are  few  fellows  in  the 
school  who  have  so  little  spirit  as  not  to  wish 
to  support  their  school,  even  though  it  may  en- 
tail a little  self-sacrifice. 

A great  deal  depends  on  this  game,  far  more 
than  has  depended  on  the  contest  for  several 
years.  In  the  first  place,  it  will  decide  whether 
or  not  the  Latin  School  will  get,  or  have  a 
chance  to  get,  the  league  championship,  a great 
thing  in  itself.  Second,  the  game  this  year 
will  break  the  tie  which  exists  between  the 
two  schools  in  regard  to  the  number  of  Thanks- 
giving Day  games  won.  Of  these  games,  each 
school  has  won  six,  and  one  has  been  tied, 
though,  considering  the  games  played  before 
the  custom  of  the  Thanksgiving  Day  game  was 
established,  the  Latin  School  has  won  the  ma- 
jority. Lastly,  it  is  seven  years  since  the  High 
School  won  a game,  and  the  Latin  School  must 
work  hard  to  continue  the  series  unbroken. 


To  help  the  team  in  this,  every  fellow  should 
come  out  and  cheer  for  the  team  to  the  extent 
of  his  ability.  No  one  who  has  not  had  the 
experience  can  imagine  what  confidence  a con- 
testant derives  from  the  sound  of  the  yell  of  his 
school  ringing  across  the  field.  It  shows  him 
that  some  one  appreciates  what  he  is  doing  for 
the  honor  of  the  school.  In  this  respect  the 
Latin  School  is  notably  lacking,  as  there  is  little 
organized  cheering  except  at  the  High  School 
game,  and  that  is  none  too  good.  There  is 
only  one  remedy, — let  every  member  of  the 
school  get  out  and  do  his  best.  Then  we  shall 
make  it  a year  memorable  for  the  good  cheering. 

A- 

In  spite  of  the  appeal  for  contributions  issued 
in  the  September  number  of  the  Register,  again 
the  editors  are  confronted  with  that  stone-wall, 
— lack  of  material.  It  is  impossible  for  the 
editors  to  get  out  this  paper,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  write  all  that  appears  in  it.  If  a few  of 
those  fellows  who  grumble  so  about  the  paper 
would  only  set  to  work  to  help  remedy  the 
cause,  the  troubles  of  the  editors  would  be 
greatly  lightened  and  the  paper  as  greatly  im- 
proved. 


II 
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No  fellow  should  hesitate  to  contribute  any- 
thing simply  because  he  has  seen  nothing  of  the 
sort  in  the  Register.  If  well-written  and  in 
conformity  to  rules,  it  has  far  more  chance  of 
being  accepted  than  something  of  the  old,  hack- 
neyed style.  It  may  be  just  what  the  editors 
are  looking  for.  At  any  rate,  take  your  chances 
and  hand  it  in.  No  one  can  do  worse  than 
reject  it. 

Do  not  be  afraid  to  help  the  business  man- 
ager too.  He  has  his  troubles  as  well  as  other 
members  of  the  staff,  and  they  are  no  small 
ones.  There  are  many,  very  many,  fellows  in 
the  school,  who,  if  they  wished,  could  get  ad- 
vertisements, and  get  some  special  ones  far  more 
easily  than  any  member  of  the  staff.  For  in- 
stance, if,  like  many  members  of  the  school, 
you  have  a father  or  relative  in  business,  you 
might  try  to  obtain  an  advertisement  from  him. 
It  would  do  you  no  harm,  and  would  be  a great 
assistance  to  the  paper. 

Whether  or  not  you  are  able  to  secure  ad- 
vertisements, you  can  at  least  help  by  patroniz- 
ing those  who  advertise  in  the  Register,  and 
by  mentioning  that  you  saw  the  advertisement 
in  it  when  you  do  go  to  one  of  these  places. 
It  certainly  is  discouraging  to  be  refused  an  ad- 
vertisement on  the  grounds  that  Latin  School 
fellows  have  not  enough  school  spirit  to  help 
support  their  own  paper.  To  sum  up,  we  re- 
quest all  members  of  the  school  to  help  the 
staff  of  the  Register  by  contributions,  by  se- 
curing advertisements,  and  by  patronizing  ad- 
vertisers. 

We  wish  to  say  but  one  more  word  ; now  is 
the  time  to  act. 

J- 

Coming  as  it  did  in  the  midst  of  a great  agi- 
tation about  “ dirty  work  ” in  foot-ball,  the 
game  between  the  Latin  School  and  the  Dor- 
chester High  School  is  well  worthy  of  our  no- 
tice ; not  that  it  was  much,  if  any,  cleaner  than 
other  games  played  by  the  Latin  School  and  by 


other  schools  this  fall,  but  because,  as  an  im- 
portant league  game,  more  prominence  was 
given  it,  and  the  temptation  to  use  unfair  meth- 
ods of  play  was  stronger,  especially  since  the 
the  game  was  so  hard-fought  on  both  sides. 

This  game  clearly  demonstrated  that  foot- 
ball can  be  played  without  any  of  that  cowardly 
unfairness  which  has  won  the  game  a bad  repu- 
tation in  many  sections,  if  the  coaches  and  offi- 
cials only  insist  that  the  players  line  up  to 
spirit  of  the  rules.  Drs.  Bravton  and  Maguire 
did  so,  and  in  the  game  referred  to  the  only 
penalties  imposed  were  for  off-side  play,  the  re- 
sult of  over-eagerness. 

The  game  showed  another  thing,  the  impor- 
tance of  good  condition.  The  members  of  the 
Latin  School  team  were  in  far  better  condition 
than  the  fellows  who  represented  the  High 
School,  and  in  the  last  part  of  the  game  it 
showed.  Dorchester,  who,  up  to  the  week  of 
the  game,  had  been  hampered  by  a coach  who 
overworked  the  team,  were  completely  ex- 
hausted, while  the  Latin  School  fellows,  appar- 
ently as  fresh  as  when  they  started  the  game, 
were  able  to  do  almost  what  they  wished  with 
their  exhausted  opponents.  This  proved  be- 
yond all  controversy  the  importance  of  condi- 
tion. 

J* 

Almost  daily  we  come  upon  remarks,  little 
incidents,  and  kindred  matters  which  increase 
our  respect  for  the  Latin  School  training,  and 
our  estimation  of  its  value.  A few  days  ago 
we  had  the  privilege  of  seeing  the  marks  re- 
ceived by  the  Latin  School  boys  in  the  Harvard 
preliminary  examinations,  and  were  unable  to 
keep  from  contrasting  them  with  a list  pub- 
lished in  one  of  our  exchanges,  a paper  from  a 
well-known  preparatory  school.  That  the  com- 
parison cast  no  dishonor  upon  the  Latin  School, 
we  scarcely  need  tell  anyone  who  is  acquainted 
with  the  training  we  receive  here. 

An  even  greater  compliment,  one  of  the  great- 
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est  tributes  to  the  Latin  School  which  ever  came 
to  the  writer’s  ears,  was  the  remark  of  a mem- 
ber of  another  school  who  entered  Harvard  this 
fall.  Before  taking  his  examinations,  he  said 
to  the  writer  : 

“ 1 wish  I had  gone  to  Latin  School.  If  I 
had,  I’d  be  sure  of  passing  my  examinations. 


Why,  you  fellows  cannot  help  getting 
through.  ” 

Let  us,  then,  try  to  keep  the  Latin  School 
standard  as  high  as  our  predecessors  set  it,  let 
us  try  to  put  it  higher,  let  us  all  show  by  our 
acts  that  we  wish  the  old  school  to  occupy  her 
rightful  position,  the  topmost  one. 


THE  END  OF  NAVAL  WARFARE 


IT  was  the  year  of  our  Lord  2018.  Before 
an  open  fire-place  in  a little  house  near 
Boston  was  seated  an  old  man,  his  hair 
whitened  by  the  passage  of  years,  meditating  on 
the  varied  experiences  of  his  adventurous  life. 
His  revery  was  soon  broken  off,  for,  preceded 
by  a clatter  in  the  hall,  two  young  fellows  en- 
tered the  room.  The  eider  of  the  new  comers, 
after  a moment’s  hesitation,  broke  the  silence 
with  the  words  : 

“We  should  like  you  to  tell  us  why  there 
are  no  navies  now,  as  there  were  in  your  time  ? 
The  history  tells  little  about  it,  and  when  we 
asked  father,  he  told  us  to  come  to  you,  since, 
he  said,  you  know  more  about  it  than  any  other 
living  man.” 

The  old  man’s  eyes  sparkled  for  a moment 
with  gratification  upon  hearing  the  boy’s  words. 
In  a voice  very  firm  for  one  of  his  age  he 
began  : 

“ Your  father  was  right  when  he  said  I 
knew  more  about  the  abolition  of  navies  than 
any  other  man.  To  tell  the  truth,  he  has  no 
idea  how  much  I really  do  know.  I am  the 
only  survivor  of  the  party  concerned  in  bringing 
about  that  result.  You  want  to  hear  about  it  ! 
’Tis  a long  tale,  lad,  ’ tis  a long  tale,  and  I 
fear  that  I cannot  hold  your  interest.  It  is  too 
long.” 

The  boys,  eager  for  something  to  do  that 
morning,  assured  him  that  they  could  not  fail 
to  be  enchanted,  and  the  old  man,  thoroughly 


satisfied  by  the  flattery  which  they  wisely  in. 
troduced  into  their  protestals  of  desire  for  the 
tale,  began,  after  first  going  through  the  prepa- 
rations which  he  regarded  necessary  for  the 
proper  telling  of  any  story. 

“ I remember  well  the  beginning  of  the 
trouble  that  resulted  in  the  downfall  of  naval 
warfare.”  he  said.  “It  was  in  May,  1953, 
that  the  storm  broke.  The  relations  between 
i he  United  States  and  Great  Britain,  as  a result 
of  the  reaction  from  the  great  friendliness  of 
the  beginning  of  the  twentieth  century,  were 
badly  strained,  while  the  latter  country  had 
now  taken  up  Germany  as  her  great  friend. 
To  sum  it  up,  the  mine  was  ready,  and  only 
the  spark  was  necessary  to  start  the  trouble. 

“ As  I said  before,  it  was  in  May,  1953, 
that  this  spark  came.  The  British  and  the 
German  consuls  at  Cincinnati  were  taking  a 
ride  in  an  automobile,  and  were  arrested  for 
violating  the  speed  regulations.  The  judge,  a 
hearty  opponent  of  such  breaches  of  the  peace, 
and  a man  justly  feared  by  ‘scorchers,’  sen- 
tenced each  of  them  to  one  month  in  jail. 
What  a rumpus  there  was  then  ! It  was  noth- 
ing to  what  was  to  come,  however.  Both 
the  British  and  the  German  governments  sent 
demands  to  Washington  that  their  officials  be 
released,  and  an  abject  apology  offered,  Ger- 
many going  so  far  as  to  ask  that,  on  June  17, 
1933,  the  German  flag  be  raised  over  twenty 
American  forts  named  in  the  ultimatum,  that  it 
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be  saluted  by  twenty-one  guns,  and  that  it  re- 
main there  from  12  noon  until  6 o’clock  p.  M. 
Of  course,  this  country  peremptorily  refused  to 
consider  for  a moment  any  such  demands,  and 
her  opponents,  instead  of  modifying  their  posi- 
tion in  the  least,  immediately  declared  war. 

“ I was  then  twenty,  and  can  vividly  re- 
member how  much  opposition  was  expressed  to 
the  course  of  the  United  States  government, 
and  how  quickly  the  same  opponents  made  for 
the  recruiting  offices  as  soon  as  these  were 
opened.  The  common  feeling  was  that  there 
might  be  some  mistake,  but  since  we  were  in 
it.  we  might  as  well  do  our  best  to  win.  The 
people  were  thoroughly  animated  with  this 
principle.  Preparations  went  on  rapidly  on  all 
sides,  but  it  was  very  evident  to  careful  ob- 
servers that  our  navy  could  never  compare  with 
the  combined  forces  of  our  opponents. 

“ As  you  know  from  your  history,  the  first 
battle  took  place  July  23,  off  Cape  Cod.  Our 
fleet,  though  hopelessly  outnumbered,  fought 
valiantly,  altogether  too  valiantly,  for,  with 
the  single  exception  of  the  despatch-boat  ‘ Dol- 
phin,’ which  brought  the  news  to  Boston,  the 
fleet  was  sunk,  and  the  great  Atlantic  seaboard 
cities  were  deprived  of  a large  part  of  their  pro- 
tection. It  seemed  the  beginning  of  the  end  of 
the  United  States.  The  second  section  of  the 
Atlantic  squadron  was  defeated  even  more  de- 
cisively than  the  first,  if  it  were  possible,  and, 
though  the  strength  of  the  enemy’s  fleet  had 
been  halved  in  the  two  encounters,  they  were 
now  able  to  work  their  will  on  the  Atlantic 
coast. 

“ There  was  no  delay,  but,  separating  into 
three  parts,  the  allied  fleet  commenced  to  be- 
siege New  York,  Boston,  and  Baltimore.  In 
each  of  the  three  harbors,  one  fort  after  another 
was  made  the  object  of  attack,  one  protection 
after  another  crumbled  under  the  terrible  fire 
from  the  guns  of  the  big  warships,  and  closer 
and  closer  they  came  to  the  cities  proper. 
They  themselves  had  suffered  little  damage  for. 


steaming  in  a circle,  they  kept  out  of  range  of 
the  defending  guns  except  when  about  to  fire, 
and  besides,  it  was  almost  impossible  to  hit 
them,  so  erratic  were  their  movements  pur- 
posely made.  All  this  was  easy,  for  their 
guns,  being  of  a new  and  improved  pattern, 
had  fully  as  great  range  as  the  heavier  American 
artillery. 

“ On  August  1,  the  first  shell  dropped  into 
Boston  proper,  while  on  the  next  day  New 
York  and  Baltimore  received  their  first  taste  of 
the  curses  of  war.  Now  the  attacking  admir- 
als had  no  cause  for  worry,  for  there  was  noth- 
ing to  do  except  to  inflict  whatever  damage 
they  pleased  to  the  cities,  and  to  protect  the 
landing  of  troops.  Their  work  seemed  easy 
from  now  on,  all  the  more  so  because  60,000 
troops  were  to  arrive  on  transports  the  next 
day,  accompanied  by  no  less  than  fifteen  battle- 
ships and  forty  warships  of  other  sorts.  There 
was  only  one  more  American  fleet  afloat,  and 
this  reinforcement  alone  outnumbered  that. 
Do  you  wonder  they  felt  confident  of  imposing 
their  own  conditions  ? 

“ They  had  forgotten  to  reckon  with  Mr. 
Edward  F.  Kilpatrick,  however,  and  I doubt 
if  it  would  have  done  them  much  good  if  they 
had  known  of  that  gentleman.  But  I am  wan- 
dering from  the  story.  I met  him  in  a peculiar 
manner.  On  August  15,  as  I was  walking 
down  Washington  street,  Boston,  or  rather  the 
remnants  of  Washington  street,  during  an  arm- 
istice granted  for  the  consideration  of  peace 
plans,  a stranger  stepped  up  to  me  and  asked 
my  name. 

“ I,  a bit  taken  aback  by  this  strange  ques- 
tion, told  him.  In  reply  he  asked  whether  he 
could  depend  on  me  for  secrecy.  Satisfied  by 
my  assurance,  he,  all  the  while  saying  that  he 
had  been  struck  by  my  appearance,  and  that  I 
was  just  the  fellow  he  was  looking  for,  and  flat- 
tering me  in  such  manner,  led  the  wav  to 
where  Long  Wharf  used  to  be,  near  the  dock 
where  the  Crescent  Line  now  goes  out. 
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“ He  clambered  down  a rope  ladder  which 
led  into  an  affair  resembling  a chimney,  be- 
neath which,  down  in  the  water,  could  be  seen 
the  outlines  of  what  seemed  like  a huge  cigar. 
I followed,  and  found  myself  in  a room  about 
fifteen  feet  by  twenty,  evidently  used  as  a saloon 
and  stateroom.  Here  at  last  my  captor,  as  1 
mentally  termed  him,  told  me  what  he  wished 
of  me.  He  informed  me  that  I was  in  a huge 
submarine  boat,  whose  very  existence  was  a se- 
cret, fitted  up  with  torpedo  tubes,  and  other 
apparatus  of  various  sorts.  To  sum  it  up,  I 
was  to  be  a member  of  the  crew  of  seven,  and 
we  were  to  blow  the  hostile  fleets  out  of  the 
water. 

“ The  boat  was  a marvel  of  mechanical  gen- 
ius, equipped  with  apparatus  for  telling  of  the 
approach  of  vessels,  a machine  for  purifying  the 
air,  and  many  other  things  of  which  1 knew 
neither  names  nor  uses,  it  seemed  impossible 
that  there  was  need  for  anything  else.  It  cer- 
tainly was  the  product  of  a master  mind  as  even 
my  inexperienced  eye  could  see. 

“Well,  on  August  16,  at  precisely  2.38 
p.  m.,  His  Majesty’s  Ship  ‘ Serpent’  was  seen 
to  fly  up  in  the  air,  and  then,  as  she  seemed  to 
go  to  pieces  and  was  sinking  beneath  the  waves, 
almost  before  the  echo  from  the  explosion  or 
her  magazines  had  died  away,  the  same  misfor- 
tune had  befallen  two  other  boats.  Five  min- 
utes after,  three  more  big  ships  had  fallen  prey 
to  the  mysterious  foe,  and  now  the  rest,  sus- 
pecting that  there  must  be  something  wrong, 
commenced  to  flee  from  this  invisible  enemy  ; 
but  it  was  to  no  avail,  for  they  were  struck 
down  while  making  their  escape.  So  well  was 
the  work  done,  that  twenty-five  minutes  by  my 
watch  after  the  ‘ Serpent  ’ had  been  blown  up, 
we  were  on  our  way  to  New  York,  and  the 
entire  British  fleet  lying  before  Boston  had  been 
annihilated.  As  you  know  well,  there  was 
merely  a repetition  of  the  Boston  affair  before 
both  New  York  and  Baltimore. 

“ Since  we  had  now  finished  our  work  ef- 


fectually, for  there  was  not  a hostile  vessel 
within  100  miles  of  the  American  coast,  and 
only  a few  afloat,  we  landed,  and  enjoyed  our- 
selves in  reading  and  listening  to  the  various 
conjectures  as  to  how  it  all  happened.  So 
many  ways  were  thought  of,  that  it  seemed  a 
wonder  to  me  that  I ever  had  a chance  to  take 
part  in  the  affair  anyway,  but  few  approached 
the  true  solution. 

“ Within  twenty-four  hours  began  the  first 
negotiations  for  peace.  The  allies  confessed 
themselves  thoroughly  whipped,  and,  ignorant 
of  this  unknown  power  which  they  thought  the 
United  States  held  over  them,  fought  little 
against  the  American  demands.  As  a result, 
we  acquired  Canada,  a few  million  dollars,  and 
a couple  of  other  things  that  were,  and  are,  of 
value  to  us.  Moreover,  they  promised  support 
to  the  United  States  if  the  latter  country  should 
bring  before  the  Hague  conference  a proposal 
that  navies  should  be  abolished. 

“ Naturally  the  United  States  soon  made 
this  proposal,  for  she,  knowing  more  than  any 
other  nation  about  this  mysterious  destruction 
of  warships,  that  is,  knowing  that  she  knew 
nothing  about  the  affair,  saw  that,  as  long  as 
this  unknown  ‘ thing  ’ existed,  naval  pre-emi- 
nence amounted  to  nothing.  With  such  strong 
supporters  the  proposal  easily  went  through.” 

The  old  man  ceased.  The  boys,  unsatis- 
fied, remained  silent  for  a few  moments,  as 
though  waiting  for  something  more,  but,  since 
the  narrator  did  not  seem  anxious  to  continue, 
one  said  : 

“ Well,  why  don’t  our  histories  tell  that, 
and  why  did  not  the  government  know  any- 
thing about  it  ? ” 

The  old  man  laid  back  in  his  chair  a mo- 
ment, silent,  and  then  replied  : 

“ Because  only  our  party  knew  the  facts,  and 
you  are  the  first  to  hear  this  story.  I told  you 
this  story  to-day,  because  I was  under  pledge 
to  do  so  when  my  comrades  in  the  adventure 
were  dead,  and  I am  still  under  pledge  to  do 
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something  else,  which  I will  get  off  my  hands 
now.  Here  are  all  the  plans  of  the  submarine 
boat.  Save  them,  never  use  them,  unless  some 
nation  violates  the  treaty.  Then  act  as  circum- 
stances dictate.  Above  all  keep  this  last  part 
of  the  story  secret.  Do  you  promise  ? ” 

“ We  swear  it,”  cried  the  boys. 

That  is  how  the  great  mystery  was  cleared, 
and  why  Germany,  when,  in  2031,  she  tried 


to  take  advantage  of  her  neighbors  and  the 
treaty,  was  reduced  to  a province  of  France, 
her  ancient  rival.  That  is  why,  on  the  morn- 
ing of  July  23,  2018,  the  newspapers  of  the 
whole  world  announced  in  big  headlines  the 
death  of  a man  of  whom  the  majority  of  the 
people  of  even  Boston  had  never  heard  of,  and 
the  reason  for  the  great  honors  paid  his  remains. 

W.  A.  C. 


TENNIS 


ON  October  27,  the  Tennis  Team  played 
a match  with  a scrub  team  from  Mil- 
ton  Academy,  winning  4 to  1 . Ad- 
ams and  Sweetser  won  the  doubles,  and  also 
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The  Fall  singles  were  finished  Saturday, 
November  4,  when  Sweetser  defeated  Adams 
in  straight  sets.  The  tounament  brought  out 
some  promising  new  material,  which  will  be  ol 
use  next  Spring.  The  drawings  : 


Adams 
6-1,  6-1 


j-  Adams 

6-1,  7-5 


Simpson 
6-4,  3-6,  6-3 


Sweetser 
f 6"3>  6-3,  6-4 


W endemuth 
6-2,  3-6,  6-2 


Sweetser 
6-0,  6-2 


Sweetser 
6-2,  6-0 
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B.  L.  S.,  ii.  D.  H.  S.,  o. 

ON  Saturday,  October  21,  we  played  our 
first  league  game,  with  Dorchester 
High  School  at  the  Dunbar-avenue 
grounds,  winning  it  after  a hard  fight,  1 1 to  o. 
It  was  one  of  the  hardest  tussles  witnessed  this 
year  and  was  full  of  splendid  rallies,  fine  team 
work,  and  brilliant  tackling.  Dorchester 
played  the  best  game  she  has  played  this  season, 
astonishing  all  by  her  good  work,  while  the 
Latin  School  fumbled  time  and  again.  The 
playing  of  the  Latin  School  line,  however,  was 
superb,  and  at  times  Dorchester  could  not  gain 
an  inch. 

On  the  kick-off  Latin  School  brought  the  ball 
to  her  own  10-yard  line, where  she  lost  it  on  a 
fumble.  Dorchester  advanced  the  ball  to  our 
3-yard  line  ; then  she  struck  a stone  wall. 
Not  an  inch  could  she  gain.  After  failing  three 
times  to  gain  the  three  yards  to  the  goal  the 
ball  was  turned  over  to  B.  L.  S.  and  was  again 
lost  on  a fumble.  Things  began  to  look  bad 
for  the  Latin  School,  but  the  magnificent  play- 
ing of  the  line  again  cheered  up  the  hearts  of 
the  Latin  School  supporters,  and  held  Dor- 
chester for  three  downs.  This  time,  on  re- 
ceiving the  ball,  Latin  School  brought  it,  by 
rushing  and  by  exchanges  of  punts,  where 


Flynn  excelled  Riley,  little  by  little  to  the 
middle  of  the  field,  where  it  was  when  time 
was  called. 

In  the  second  half  we  could  not  gain  con- 
sistently until  the  last  five  minutes  of  plav. 
Then  we  got  the  ball  on  downs  on  our  own 
25-yard  line.  Flynn  punted  and  on  the  first 
rush  Dorchester  fumbled,  Thompson  falling  on 
the  ball.  Then  Latin  School  “got  together” 
and  finally,  by  short,  steady  plunges,  Flynn 
was  pushed  over  for  a touchdown.  Cleary 
failed  to  kick  the  goal.  Dorchester  received 
the  next  kick-off  and  punted  almost  immediately. 
The  ball  was  blocked,  however,  and  in  another 
minute  Latin  School  scored  another  touchdown, 
Greene  kicking  the  goal. 

The  back-field,  with  the  exception  of  Flynn, 
B.  L.  S.,  did  not  play  a very  good  game,  but 
their  work  was  greatly  overbalanced  by  the 
playing  of  the  line.  The  punting  and  line- 
plunging  of  Flynn  was  very  good.  The  great 
fault  was  fumbling,  which,  we  hope,  will  be 
eradicated  before  the  game  with  Mechanic  Arts. 

Regnier,  Heath,  and  Colton  played  well  for 
D.  H.  S.,  their  work  on  the  defence  being  es- 
pecially good,  while  Cleary,  Elcock,  Flynn, 
Greene  and  Ayer  excelled  for  Latin  School. 

The  summary  : 
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B.  L.  S.  D.  H.  S. 

Ayer,  1.  e r.  e.,  Taylor 

Emery,  1.  t r.  t.,  Jackson 

Cleary,  ( Ryder),  1.  g. 

r.  g.,  Redden,  ( L.  Abbott) 

Thompson,  c c. , Storm 

]owett,  (Broderick),  r.  g. 1.  g.,  D.  Abbott 

Elcock,  r.  t 1.  t.,  Binda 

Greene,  r.  e 1.  e..  Heath,  (Gallagher) 

Duffy,  (Merrill),  q.  b q.  b.,  Riley,  (Siney) 

Keenan,  1.  h.  b r.  h.  b.,  Regnier 

Conroy,  (Amadou),  r.  h.  b 1.  h.  b.,  Fogg 

Flvnn,  f.  b f.  b.,  Colton 

Score  : B.  L.  S.,  1 I ; D.  H.  S.,  o.  Touch* 
downs  : Flynn,  Cleary.  Goal  from  touch- 
down : Greene.  Referee  : Page.  Umpire  : 
Murphy.  Head  linesman  : Mr.  Campbell. 
Time  : 20-minute  halves. 

B.  L.  S.,  6.  DE  MERITTE,  o. 

On  October  25  the  Latin  School  won  over 
De  Meritte  at  Riverside,  6 to  o.  B.  L.  S. 
outclassed  their  opponents  from  the  start,  but 
some  good  end-runs  by  De  Meritte  served  to 
keep  the  game  interesting.  As  usual,  the  work 
of  our  line  shone,  while  the  back-field,  though 
not  brilliant,  played  a good,  steady  game. 
For  Latin  School,  Cleary,  Flynn,  and  Jowett 
did  good  work,  while  the  back-field  was  the 
strongest  part  ot  the  De  Merritte  team. 

The  summary  : 

B.  L.  S.  DE  MERITTE. 

Aver,  1.  e r.  e.,  McGaffey 


Emerv,  1.  t 

r.  t.,  Johnson 

Cleary,  1.  g 

....  r.  g. , Beal 

Thompson,  c 

c. , Scott 

Jowett,  r.  g 

...  1.  g.,  Harkins 

Elcock,  r.  t 

1.  t..  Brush 

Greene,  r.  e.  1.  e.. 

Lenihan,  (Doyle),  (Evans) 

Duffy,  q.  b 

Keenan,  1.  h.  b 

r.  h.  b.,  Wallis 

Amadou,  r.  h.  e .... 

1.  h.  e.,  Loveland 

Flvnn,  f.  b 

f.  b.,  Donnelly 

Score  : B.  L L.,  0 ; De  Meritte,  o. 
Touchdown  : Flynn.  Goal  from  touch- 
down : Cleary.  Referee  : Perkins.  Um- 
pire : Cowan,  Linesman  : De  Frieze. 


B.  L.  S.,  6. 

BRIDGEWATER  NORMAL,  6. 

On  October  28  the  foot-ball  team  went  up 
to  Bridgewater,  and  tied  the  Normal  School 
there,  6 to  6.  It  was  one  of  the  closest  games 
of  the  season,  both  teams  putting  up  the  hard- 
est sort  of  fight.  The  Latin  School,  indeed, 
showed  far  more  strength  than  was  expected, 
for,  despite  the  predictions  from  all  sides  that 
they  would  be  overwhelmed,  the  strong  Nor- 
mal School  eleven  were  only  able  to  score 
towards  the  end  of  the  second  half.  If  the 
team  shows  up  nearly  as  well  in  the  league 
games,  she  cannot  fail  to  win  the  pen- 
nant. Hooley  played  well  for  Bridgewater, 
while,  as  always,  Flynn,  Cleary,  and  Jowett 
did  good  work  for  the  Latin  School. 

The  summary  : 


B.  L.  S. 

B.  N.  S. 

Lyons,  i.  e 

r.  e. , McDonald 

Emery,  1.  t 

r.  t.,  Waldron 

Cleary,  1.  g 

r.  g. , Shannon 

Thompson,  c 

c..  O’  Donnell 

Jowett,  r.  g 

1.  g.,  Fuller 

Elcock,  r.  t 

1.  t.,  Fraber 

Mansfield,  r.  e 

1.  e. , Ames,  (Piaria) 

Duffy,  q.  b 

q.  b. , Keefe 

Keenan,  1.  h.  b 

1.  h.  b.,  O’Flaherty 

Amadon,  r.  h.  b 

1.  h.  b. , Hooley 

Flvnn,  f.  b 

f.  b.,  Bovden 

N.  H.  S.,  8. 

B.  L.  S.,  0. 

On  November  3 the  Latin  School  went 
down  to  defeat  at  the  hands  of  Newton  High. 
Newton  played  a very  good  game,  but,  except 
for  loose  playing  at  critical  moments  on  the 
part  of  the  Latin  School,  Newton  would  have 
been  unable  to  score.  Latin  School  was  par- 
ticularly strong,  both  on  offence  and  defence, 
around  its  centre.  Captain  Ely  of  Newton 
did  good  work  for  his  team,  making  a sensa- 
tional run  from  the  centre  of  the  field  to  the 
goai  for  a touchdown.  Filcock,  Emery  and 
Flynn  plaved  well  for  B.  L.  S. 

The  line-up  : 
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N.  H.  S.  B.  L.  S. 

Bowen,  1.  e r.  e.,  Greene 

Summers,  1.  t.  r.  t.,  El  cock 

Safford,  J.  g r.  g. , Jowett 

Fisher,  c c.,  Thompson 

Van  Tassle,  r.  g ...1,  g.,  Cleary 

Caldwell,  r.  t 1.  t.,  Emery 

Salmon,  r.  e 1.  e.,  Mansfield,  (Lyons) 

Richards,  q.  b q.  b.,  DufFy,  (Merrill) 


Panlet,  r,  h.  b 1.  h.  b.,  Ryder,  (Conroy) 

Ely,  1.  h.  b r.  h.  b.,  Keenan 

Porter,  f.  b f.  b.,  Flynn 

Score:  N.  H.  S.,  8 ; B.  L.  S.,  o.  Touch- 
down : Ely.  Goal  from  touchdown  : Rich- 
ards. Umpire  : Mr.  Downey.  Referee  : 
Tancard.  Linesmen  : Spinney,  Humphry. 
Time  : z 20-minute  halves. 


BASKET-BALL 


THE  basket-ball  squad  was  called  out 
October  16,  and  twenty  candidates 
reported  to  Captain  Sheehan,  in  addi- 
tion to  whom  some  ten  appeared  later.  Our 
chances  this  year  are  good,  despite  last  year’s 
teams  being  the  first  which  represented  the 
school  in  any  league.  There  will  be  necessity 
for  better  support,  however,  than  was  accorded 
the  team  last  year. 

Of  last  year’s  team,  three  are  back  Sheehan 
and  Shore,  forwards,  and  Doherty,  a back. 
There  are  also  several  from  last  year’s  second 
team,  and  a good  deal  of  new  material,  some 
very  promising.  From  this  squad  we  ought  to 
develop  a fast  team,  which,  though  it  may  not 
win  the  championship,  will  at  least  do  honor  to 
the  Latin  School  and  finish  well  up  in  the 
league  race. 

Up  to  date,  one  cut  has  been  made  in  the 
squad,  and  the  following  remain  : Captain 
Sheehan,  Shore,  Doherty,  Walsh,  Morton, 
Kennedy,  Fish,  Murray,  Churchward,  Goode, 
Corley,  Reardon,  Mahoney,  Dobbyn,  Fallon, 
De  Pesa,  Allison,  Wright  and  Sweetser. 


M.  A.  H.  S.  in  the  drill-hall. 
Roxbury  High  at  Roxbury. 
South  Boston  High  in  the 


The  schedul 

January 

4- 

January 

8. 

January 

18. 

drill-hall. 

January 

Roxbury. 

26. 

West  Roxbury  High  at  West 

February 

hall. 

1 . 

English  High  in  the  drill- 

February 

ter. 

2. 

Dorchester  High  at  Dorches- 

February 

Boston. 

9- 

East  Boston  High  at  East 

February 

hall. 

1 5- 

M.  A.  H.  S.  in  the  drill- 

February 

hall. 

20. 

Roxbury  High  in  the  drill- 

March 

Boston. 

2. 

South  Boston  High  at  South 

March 

drill-hall. 

8. 

West  Roxbury  High  in  the 

March 

H- 

English  High  in  drill-hall. 

March 

hall. 

U- 

Dorchester  High  in  the  drill- 

March 

hall. 

2 2. 

East  Boston  High  in  the  drill- 

At  the  hour  of  going  to  press  we  learn  that 
Mr.  J.  F.  Fitzgerald,  a B.  L.  S.  boy,  is  the 
Democratic  nominee  for  Mayor  of  Boston. 

Stevens,  ex-’c>7,  has  entered  Mechanic  Arts 
High  School,  as  has  Wood  of  the  same  class. 
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Comprises  the  following  Departments 
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and  B.S.) 

The  Divinity  School  (Degrees  A.B. 
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The  Medical  School  (Degree  M.D.) 
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Offerings  will,  we  believe,  win 
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and  best  lighted  rooms  in  the 
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tomers for  the  month  of 
December 
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Young  Man 

Do  you  want  a position  ? There  is  a good  one 
awaiting  you  on  graduating  from  this  school. 
We  have  more  calls  for  young  men  than  we  can 
fill.  Study  here  and  we  will  make  you  an  expert 
stenographer  or  book-keeper  and  then  help  you  to 
a good  paying  position.  We  refer  to  hundreds 
of  our  graduates  filling  high-class  positions  in 
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,ston  University 
School  of  Medicine 

Advanced  and  thorough  methods  of  instruc- 
n.  A broad  and  comprehensive  curriculum, 
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J.  E.  PURDY  & 
COMPANY 

Our  ideas  of  Picture  Making  are 
known  and  appreciated  by  a great 
many  people,  among  whom  are  a 
large  and  growing  number  of  dis- 
tinguished Americans  and  some  of 
the  most  eminent  visitors  from  for- 
eign  lands.  It  is  not  in  present  day 
ability  to  produce  better  Photo- 
graphs than  ours,  and  a class-rate 
card  makes  the  price  merely  nominal 
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BOSTON,  MASS. 


Physical 

Training 

IS  NEEDED  BV 

EVERY  YOUNG  MAN 

whether  an  athlete  or  not,  to  correct 
physical  defects  and  to  guard  \ 
against  disease 

WHY  GET  INFERIOR  WORK? 

when  you  can  have  the  best  at 
moderate  cost  in  the 

Boston  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Association 

BOYLSTON  AND  BERKELEY  STS. 
SUMMER  CAMP  ALSO 

Best  in  New  England.  Star  Course  of 
Entertainments 


Corner  Columbus  Avenue 
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See  the  new  STUDENT  Hat 
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